
V pon his party for the gaine there of, 

Arad there vpon he fends you this good new css 
That this fame very day, your enemies, 

The kindred of the Quecne 3 mufl die at Bomfret. 

Haft. Indeedc I am no mourner for this newes 7 
Becaufe they haue bcene ftill mine enemies : 

But that lie giue my voycc on Richards fide, 

To barre my mafters heires in true difent, 

God knowes I will not do it to the death. 

Cat. God keeps your Lord (hip in chat gracious minde, 
Haft.P>ut 1 fhalUaugh^at this a twelmoiuh hence. 

That they who brought me to my mafias bate, 

I liuctolookcvpon their tragedy: 

I tell thee Catesby. Cat. What my Lord ? 

Haft. Fre a Fortnight make me elder, 
lie fend iome packing that yet chinkc not one it. 

Cat . Tis a vile thing to die my gracious Lord 
When men are vpprepard, and looke not for it. 

Haft. O monftrous, monflrous, and fo fals it out 
With Burners y’aughan, Gray, and fo twill doo 
With fbme men eke, who thinke thcmfelues as fafe 
As thou, and I, who as thou knowfl are dcarc 
To Princely Richard, and to Buckingham. 

Cat. The Princes both make high account of you. 

For they account his head vpon the bridge . 

Haft A know they doc and I hauc well deferued it« 

Enter L ord StanUy . 

What my L. where is youi Boare-fpcarc man ? 
FcareyouthcBoarc,andgoeyou fo vnprouided ? 
Stan.My L-good morrow: good morrow Catsbyx 
Y cu may ieft one, but by the holy Roode, 

1 doc not like theie feuerall counlels L 
Haft* My L.I hold my life as dearc as you doe yours, 
And newer in my life t doe proteft. 

Was it more precious to me then it is now, 

Thinke you but that I know our (late fecurc, 

] would be fo triumphant as, I am ? 

Stan. The Lords ot Pomfret when they rode from London^ 
Weie iocund ; and fuppofde their Rates was fure, 

And 
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h nd indeede had no caufe to miflrtifi 
But yet you fee how foone the ray orecafl. 

This fuddaen fcab of rancor I miidoubt. 

Pray God I fay, I prouc a nccdltfle cow ard, 

But come my Lordfhail we rothcTower ? 

Haft. I go : but Pay, hcare you not the newes ? 

This day thole men you talke of are beheaded. 

St a. They fori heir truth might better wearc their heads. 
Then fomr that haue accufcd them weare their hats .• 

Bat come my L. let vs away. Exit. L. Stanley Cat. 

Hail. Go yru before lie follow prefently. 

Enter Ha flings a Burftuant. 

H*ft* Well met Hafttngs , how goes the world with thee f 
Pur. 7 he better that it plcafe your good Lordfhjp to ask? 
Haft. I rell thee ft 11c w,t is better w ith me now, 

Then when J met thee la ft where now wee meete 
The n was Igoing prifoner to the Tower, 

By the fuggeftion of the Queenes alies .• 

But now I tell thee (keepe it to thy felfe) 

This day rhefe cnemyes are put to death. 

And I m betrer ftaterhen euer I was# 

Fur. God fold it royour Honours good content. 

Haft. Gramcrcy Hafitngs, holdfpend thou that. 

Hsgwes him his purfe . 

Bur. God fisue your Lordfhip. Exit. Pur. Enter a Prieft. 
iT^.What Sir John, you are well met : 

7 am beholding to you for your laft dayes exercife: 

Come the next Sabboth,and I will content you . He tvhifpers 
Enter Buckingham. (in his care* 

Buc. How now Lord Chamber laine , what talking with a 
Your friend* at B^mfreti hey doe need thcPriefl, (priefl. 
Yout Honour hath no ftriuing worke in hand. 

Haft .Good fab h, and when I met this holy man, 

Thole men you t$!kc of, came into my minde ; 

What, go you to the Tower my Lord ? 

Buc. I do, bi|t long I iliall not flay, 

I fiiall returne before your Lordihip thence. 

Haft. Tis like enough for I flay dinner there. 

5#/. And fupper too although toou kaoweft k not *. 
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